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M  AW  l\— ifie  newest  afier-dark 
.\RRin\  —  and  the  first  dress  shirt  ever 
Arrow  -Sanlorized- Shrunk  —  guaran- 
teed for  permanent  fit.  The  bosom  is 
smartly  tapered  for  w  ear  with  the  fash- 
ionable high-rise  trousers.  The  fabric 
is  a  beautiful  French  pique.  The  H.AW  K 
—  with  its  new  bosom-shape  and  us 
opening -at -the -back  —  is  easily  the 
smartest  and  most  comfortable  dress 
shirt  Arrow  ever  made.  Three  dol- 
lars and  fifiy  cents.  (The  correct  new 
.\rrow  \\'ing  Collar  is  H.41G  ) 

'(£)o  I  M  t  1  1  .  It  Alu.l'^  ,\  CO..  INC  .TR01  ,  S.\ 


A' 


Y  ^_. 


f^ 


/\RROV  Shirts 


/ 


P  U  K  P  L  h  (^y^  PARROT 


Quality 
Photography 
for  the  Syllabus 

Since  the  beginning  of  this 
school  year  the  Matzenc  Studio 
has  photographed  hundreds  of 
students  for  the  1932  Syllabus, 
official  yearbook  of  Northwest- 
ern University.  We  offer  you 
the  same  quality  and  service 
that  we  have  given  the  Syllabus. 

MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

IN  EVANSTON 
I  6  18    Orrington    Avenue  Greenleaf   4221 

IN  CHICAGO 

6    North    Michigan    Avenue  Central    700  ^ 


TAKE  NOTICE 

The  glasses  you  are  wearing  can  be  matched  accur- 
ately In  the  Aimer  Coe  stores — or  if  you  break 
them  a  piece  of  the  lens  is  sufficient — if  you  bring 
them  in  now,  we  will  take  record  of  them,  without 
charge;  and  you  may  order  new  ones  by  telephone, 
mail,  or  in  person,  and  have  them  delivered 
promptly,  wherever  you  may  be. 

See  the  newer  and  better  types  and 
styles  hi  spectacles  and  eyeglasses. 


Aimer  Coe  ^Company 


PRESCRIPTION 
OPTICIANS 


H 


PRECISION    MADE 

G  LA  S  5  E  3 


1645  ORRINGTON  AVE.— EVANSTON 
105  N.  WABASH        IBS.  LA  SALLE       78  E.  JACKSON  BLVD. 


A  noted  health  authority  stated 
the  other  day  that  during  hot 
weather,  babies  should  wear  as  few 
clothes  as  possible.  And  there 
doesn't  seem  to  be  any  age  limit  on 
babies. 

■'Rice  Owl." 


Prof.:  "There  are  least  two  sides 
to  everything." 

Stud:    "Sir.    have    you   ever   seen 
a  girl's  bathing  suit?" 

"Pitt  Panther." 


Helen:     "My    lips    are    for    an- 
other." 

Don:  '"What?" 

Helen:  "Another  kiss,  foolish." 
Iowa  "Frivol." 


What  is  needed  is  not  life-guards 
to  rescue  the  pretty  girls,  as  much 
as  some  one  to  rescue  the  life-guard 
after  he's  rescued  the  pretty  girl. 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 

Both:   Silence. 
He:  "Is  it  all  over?" 
She:    "No — just  a  little  on  your 
shoulder.  " 

Pennsylvania  "Punch  Boivl." 

NEW  SONG  HITS 
The  fraternity  song:    "My  Coat 
Belongs  to  the  Pants  That  Belong 
to  Somebody  Else." 

Texas   "Lonahorn." 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb. 
What  will  vou  have? 


E.xchange. 


"You  know,  Henrietta,  every 
time  I  see  you  my  heart  beats  faster. 
I  feel  the  urge  to  do  bigger  and 
better  things.  I  feel  so  strong  and 
virile.  Do  vou  know  what  that 
means?" 

"Sure.  It  means  in  about  five 
minutes  you  and  I  are  going  to  ha\e 
a  wrestling  match." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


A     scandal.     Sweetheart,     is    the 
down  payment  on  being  caught. 

B.xchanijc. 


Imagine  the  embarrassment  of 
the  vacuum  cleaner  salesman  who 
once  queried  of  the  President's  wife, 
"Have  you  a  little  Hoover  in  your 
home?  " 

Wisconsin   "Octopus." 


My    girl    dresses   in    three    things 
and  two  of  them  are  shoes. 

Carnegi:  Tech.  "Puppet." 
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"Yes,"  said  Little  Willie,  as  he 
sat  down,  cautiously  and  painfully 
conscious  of  the  spanking  lately 
donated  him  by  his  father,  "I  be- 
long to  the  ultra-smart  set,  I  do." 
Tennessee  "Mugwoump." 


"Stop!  Please  don't  do  that, 
dear.  Stop  I  Do  you  hear  me? 
Stop!" 

"What  do  you  think  you're  do- 
ing, writing  a  telegram?" 

Pennsylvania  "Punch  Bowl." 


The  Pilgrim  Fathers  gave  thanks 
for  dry  land,  and  now  we  sure 
have  it. 

"Temple  Old." 


WATCH  THIS 

Because  a  co-ed  has  blue  eyes. 
And  wears  a  size  four  boot. 
Don't  be  too  sure  she'll  be  a  wow 
In  a  one-piece  bathing  suit! 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 

One:    "Did    you   hear   about   the 
girl  in   the  cotton  stockings?" 

Two:    "No.    what    happened    U) 
her?" 

One;   "Nothing." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


"Yes.  Robert,  'amo'  is  the  Latin 
word  meaning  'I  love.'  Now  what 
word  suggests  its  opposite?" 

"Reno." 

Exchungc. 


We  hear  that  a  salesman  called 
on  a  nudist  colony  the  other  cold 
day  to  sell  some  clothes  made  of 
cellophane. 

"Life." 


Wise:  "I  saw  Mary  out  with 
Bob  last  night.  Thought  she  had 
thrown  him  over." 

Wiser:  "She  did — but  you  know 
how  a  girl  throws." 

Drexel   "Drexevd." 


Some  girls  smoke.      That  is  the 
substitute  for  thought. 

Alabama  "  Rammer -Jammer." 


Sweet     Young     lliing:     "Dam- 
mit!" 

Nice  Old  Lady:   "My  word!" 
Sweet    Young    Thing:    "Pardon 
me,  I  didnt  realize  I  was  plagiariz- 


ing! 


'College  Humor." 


cA  (Complete  Service 
for  Your  Qar 

Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  main- 
tenance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt,  and  ex- 
perienced service,  moder- 
ately priced. 

One  Half  Block  off  the  Campus 


Oiling,    Greasing 

Storage,   Simonizing 

Washing.    Repairs 


Shopping  and   Theater 

Parking 

3   Houri   25c 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

The 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman   Ave. 

Greenleaf   4850-4851 

Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


SIIOPattheCO-OP 

NEW  1932 

CALENDAR  PADS 

(Plain  and  in  Colors) 


RADIOS -$23.50 

Complete   with   tubes — installed 


TYPEWRITERS 

Sold — Rented — Repaired 


PENS  -  PENCILS  -  STATIONERY 
SCRAPBOOKS  -  GIFTS 
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STUDENT  CO-OP  ASSOCIATION 
1726  ORRINGTON  AVE.  GRE.  2600 


The  Purple  Purrot.  piilili.-lu-il  ni'intlily  Ir 
.at   1232   Centi'Ml   Ave.,    Wilmette.    niiimi.s 


Mil  Oilober  ti>  .June  by  the  .Stiuleiit.-;   I 'lililisliiiif;  *'"..   Inc., 
l-^iitei'ed    as    seeond-elass    matter    ;U    the    pc^t    office    at 

■>.)  'l',,...„t,._*W...     ,..,,, to      tli„     ..r.liv       .-SI     ?:,      fh..      \-,^.il. 


TH  REE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


BUSINESS      DIRECTORY 

PURPLE      PARROT      ADVERTISERS 
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AUTOMOBILES: 

Chevrolet     23 

CIGARETTES: 

Camel Back  Cover 

GARAGE: 

Service   Garage    3 

HABERDASHERY: 

Cluett,   Peabody  &  Co.    I 

HOTELS:  . 

Georgian  Hotel               inside  Back  Cover 
North  Shore  Hotel 24 

JEWELER: 

Lee   Nelson    4 
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LETTER  SERVICE: 

Evanston    Letter   Service 4 

OPTICIAN: 
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j 


Shop  here  and  Profit  by 

Your  Co^op  Membership 

for 
WATCHES  JEWELRY 

REPAIRING 

Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orring+on  Ave. 
University  046! 
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TYPING 


Letters 
Manuscripts 
Themes 
Theses 

Reasonable   Rates — Accurnle   Work — Speedy  Service 

Multigraphing  -  Mimeographing  -  Addressing 

EVANSTON 
LETTER  SERVICE 

HARRIET    E.    RICHARDSON 

4th  Floor,  6 1 5  Davis  St.  Evanston 

(Above   Lyon   &   Healy'i) 
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EiiTiousfi^iires 


Amateur  polo  player  and  reform  worker,  who  after  being  questioned  which  she 
preferred,  an  English  or  Western  saddle,  asked  what  was  the  difference.  Upon  being 
answered  that  the  Western  saddle  had  a  horn  and  the  English  did  not,  said  she'd 
just  as  lief  use  the  English  as  she  didn't  ride  in  very  heavy  traffic  and  had  no  need 


tor  a   horn. 
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MEDITATION 


Good-bye    Hell    Week 

The  end  of  the  semester  has  arrived  and  with  it  all 
of  the  old  argument  about  final  exams,  term  papers. 
the  grading  system,  and  last  but  not  least  "Hell  Week." 
We  beg  your  pardon,  we  had  forgotten  for  the  moment 
that  this  period  of  probation  has  been  decreed  by  the 
Dean's  office  to  be  known  in  the  future  as  "Induction 
Week."  Considerable  feeling  is  always  aroused  about 
this  time  of  the  year  as  to  the  relative  merits  or  demerits 
of  the  system,  and  little  by  little  another  of  our  cus- 
toms is  being  whittled  away.  It  is  another  move  to 
make  the  college  student  "civilized,"  and  one  more  step 
toward  turning  universities  into  a  perfected  mill  of  in- 
tellectual grinding  with  all  of  the  elements  of  friction  re- 
duced to  a  minimum.  It  seems  that  it  is  up  to  the  stu- 
dent to  at  last  put  a  stop  to  this  rapid  and  ruthless  re- 
SIX 


moval  of  collegiate-life  glamor.  Celebrations  and  bon- 
fires can  no  longer  be  held  unless  they  be  planned  and 
policed  by  the  Dean's  office  with  the  cooperation  of  the 
Men's  Union.  Hobo  days  are  a  thing  of  the  past.  Class 
fights  have  long  since  gone  the  way  of  painted  slickers 
and  Boston  Bag  trousers.  And  now  Hell  Week  has 
been  reduced  to  Induction  Week  and  in  another  couple 
of  years  will  probably  be  known  as  Freshman  Enter- 
tainment Week.  Talk  about  fraternities  with  men  who 
have  been  out  of  school  for  a  couple  of  decades,  and  you 
will  find  that  this  old  fraternity  custom  is  one  of  the 
things  nearest  and  dearest  to  their  hearts. 

Many  arguments  are  presented  on  both  sides  of  this 
question,  and,  as  usual,  the  arguments  of  those  in  power 
must  be  victorious.  But,  at  least,  the  fraternity  men 
can  make  an  effort  to  put  a  little  sand  on  the  slippery 
tracks  down  which  all  of  the  glamor  of  collegiate  life 
and  custom  is  rapidly  sliding. 
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Under   False   Pretenses 


LOVE  CYCLE 

Introduction. 

Love, 
Seduction. 

Pater — 
Enraged. 

Daughter — 
Engaged. 

Preacher — 
Marriage. 

Screecher — 
Carriage. 

VIRTUE,  PRO  AND  CON 

Sneer  at  gin  and  dry  martini. 
Never  neck  in  rumble  scats, 

Be  as  clean  as  Mussolini, 

Draw  the  line  at  fags  and  sweets. 

If  you  never  swear  or  lie. 

And  avoid  all  unclean  mirth. 

You  may  get  heaven  when  you  die, 
But  think  of  the  hell  you'll  have 
on  earth! 


Chemistry     prof:     "When     rain 
falls  does  it  ever  rise  again.''" 
Junior;   "Yes  sir." 
Prof:   "When?" 
Junior:  "Why,  in  dew  time." 


AFTER  XMAS  BLUES 
My  money's  spent  and  gone 
The  bills  in  a  pile  are  here 
The  girl  friend  is  like  the  dawn 
Exceedingly  chilly,  I  fear 
Eor  I  gave  her  a  ring 
Of  the  K.  K.  G's. 
And  forgot  one  thing 
She  is  an  Alpha  Phi. 


LARGE  LADY 
There's  no  gal  fat 

As  my  frail,  Grace, 
She  leads   me  such 

A  merry  chase! 
"Come  back  tomorrow  night," 

She'll   insist, 
"To  cover  all 

That   you   have  missed." 


Is  it  a  sin 

To  take  a  peek  in 

The  book, 

A  little  look 

To  re-collect 

The  intellect? 

Is  it  a  crime 
To   pass   the   time 
W^ith  necking 
And  petting 
To  pacify 
Or  satisfy? 

If  they're  crimes 

State  the  fines 

I'm  set 

To   collect — 

It's   my  profession— 

Not  my  confession. 


"Dad,  1  can't  go  back  to  that 
school.  All  the  boys  shun  me.  They 
have  exiled  me  from  their  parties 
and  dances.  No  one  talks  to  me 
anymore.  Girls  refuse  to  date  with 
me.  When  I  walk  down  the  street, 
people  walk  on  the  other  side.  No 
one  takes  my  cigarettes.  My  room- 
mate moved  out  on  me.  The  profs 
never  call  me,  and  never  give  me 
any  grades." 

"Well,  what  is  the  cause  of  all 
this?" 

"I  took  a  shot  at  the  president." 

"But  they  shouldn't  shun  you 
for  that." 

"Yes.   but  I  missed." 


She's    a    smart    girl    because    she 
never  no's  anything. 


Just  a   Prisoner  of  Love" 
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A  NEW  BEDTIME  STORY 


By  "Jacques' 


It  was  late,  very  late  .  .  .  only 
the  dimmest  of  lights  burned  in  tlic 
lower  hall.  The  man's  arms  were 
around  the  girl,  and  they  were  hold- 
ing her  very  close.  Yielding  to  the 
ardor  of  his  embrace,  she  had  begun 
to  nestle  more  confidently  against 
him.  her  lips  warming  to  the  fire 
of  his.  "Will  you.'"  he  kept  plead- 
ing. "Do  it  to  please  me — won't 
you?"  he  begged,  almost  smother- 
ing her  with  his  lips.  "I — oh.  you 
don't  know  how  much  I  love  you 
dear." 

She  did  not  answer,  merely  suf- 
fered his  arms  to  remain  about  her, 
although  her  head  dropped  until  her 
lips  were  free. 

"Please!"  he  entreated.  "What 
difference  could  it  possibly  make? 
Let  this  be  a  climax  to  such  a  won- 
derful day." 

He  grudgingly  loosened  one  arm 
so  that  he  might  tilt  her  head  back 
to  its  former  position,  thereby  re- 
gaining the  sweetness  of  her  mouth. 
He  could  not  fathom  her  eyes,  the 
light  was  so  dim  and  the  shadows 
so  heavy.  "I  shall  stand  here  and 
kiss  you  until  you  promise."  he  de- 
clared. 

"Oh,  it's  terrifically  late!  Some- 
one might  hear  you.  Please  let  me 
go.  I  .  .  .  "She  gave  a  soft,  hyster- 
ical laugh. 

He  silenced  her  protestations  as 
he  had  threatened.  She  struggled 
and  succeeded  in  breaking  from  his 
grasp.  "You — you  great  big  bear!" 
she  panted,  scampering  up  a  step  or 
two.  He  caught  her  hand.  "Oh,  all 
right,  I — I  will."  she  relented.  And 
the  gloom  of  the  stairway  swal- 
lowed her. 

She  had  already  begun  to  un- 
dress when  her  straining  ears  heard 
his  footsteps  mounting  the  stairs. 
He  was  doing  his  best  to  be  cau- 
tious, but  his  evident  eagerness  con- 
stantly   threatened    to    betray    him. 

EIGHT 


NX^ould  she  ever,  after  tonight,  she 
wondered,  hear  his  footsteps  upon 
the  stairs — any  stairs — without  a 
quickening  of  her  heart!  At  the 
sound  of  his  hand  upon  the  door- 
knob, the  dainty  flush  upon  her 
cheeks  deepened,  but  she  went  on 
calmly  brushing  her  hair,  even  when 
he  closed  the  door  clumsily  behind 
him  as  he  stepped  across  the  thres- 
hold. 

Sitting  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed. 
he  began  to  unlace  his  shoes,  set- 
ting the  first  one  on  the  floor  cau- 
tiously, but  dropping  the  second 
absent-mindedly.  The  girl  smiled 
into  the  mirror  as  she  let  fall  the 
last  scanty  garment,  and  climbed 
hastily  into  her  nightgown,  the 
nicest  one  she  owned.  The  girl  had 
made  it  for  her  hope-chest — that 
dream  collection  of  dainty  things 
which  she  was  hoarding — but  it 
had  turned  out  so  lovely  that  once 
or   twice  she   had   worn   it  just  for 


the  sheer  delight  of  the  silky  feel 
about  her.  But  she  kept  it  for  very 
special  occasions. 

The  man's  undressing  was  ac- 
complished with  the  utmost  brevity. 
He  had  long  since  learned.  The 
most  off  in  the  least  time.  The 
girl  had  much  the  start  on  him,  but 
her  head  had  scarcely  touched  the 
pillow,  before,  all  ready,  he  had 
swiftly  yanked  the  raspy  chain  of 
the  electric  light.  The  springs  of 
the  bed  whined  and  groaned  with 
his  weight. 

It  was  oddly  pleasant  to  know 
that  he  was  lying  there,  close  to  her 
in  the  darkness.  And  now,  now 
she  must  keep  her  promise! 

So  she  reached  out  into  the  dark- 
ness and  rapped  three  times  on  the 
thin  boarding-house  wall  which 
divided  their  rooms.  Translated, 
it  meant.  "I  love  you."  And  softly, 
three  answering  knocks  floated 
back. 


+  to 


"And  So  Far  In+o  the  Knight" 
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CLOSE-TO   HE 


{Dedicated  to  the  Sig  Chi  icho 
asked  me  to  the  theatre  last  Satur- 
day night.  We  went  to  the  Var- 
sity at  5:53.  to  get  in  on  the 
23-cent  rate. ) 

Depression  dates  are  becoming  so 
popular  that  the  PARROT  feels  it 
its  duty,  as  a  good  family  magazine, 
tc  make  some  suggestions  for  nickel 
dates.  If  you  can  chisel  a  free  tele- 
phone call  out  of  the  Dean's  office, 
it  won't  even  cost  you  that. 

1.  Date  an  Evanston  girl,  one  of 
the  sweet  home-girls.  Ask  her  to 
show  you  her  father's  private  stock. 
"Vk'hen  you  come  up  out  of  the  cel- 
lar, kiss  her  father  good-night — 
they'll  both  be  pleased, 

2.  Go  over  to  the  Theta  house, 
and  ask  to  see  the  new  smoking 
room.  If  she  has  any  cigarettes, 
offer  to  teach  her  how  to  blow 
smoke  rings  out  of  her  ears.  This 
will  afford  an  exciting  evening. 
Kiss    the    housemother    good-night. 

3.  Pick  out  an  astronomy  major. 
Take  her  down  to  the  beach  and 
let  her  point  out  stars  to  you.  Show 
her  best  positions  for  study.  Kiss  a 
star — it's   good   luck. 

4.  Find  a  girl  who  has  an  apart- 
ment. Drop  hints  that  you're  go- 
ing to  get  married  as  soon  as  you 
can  find  a  good  cook.  She'll  invite 
you  to  dinner  to  prove  she's  good. 
After  dinner,  give  her  a  break  and 
play  bridge  until  12:00.  Then 
she'll  make  waffles.  Kiss  the  dog 
good-night:  he  has  to  eat  th;  stuff 
all  the  time. 

5.  Be  good  to  an  Alpha  Phi. 
She'll  be  so  flattered  she'll  take  you 
to  her  formal,  and  send  the  chauf- 
feur  after   you.   Kiss   the   chauffeur. 

6.  Watch  the  Daily  and  see  who 
wins  Jack's  and  North's  ticket  to 
the  Beach.  Call  her  up,  and  bor- 
row a  car  from  that  rich  sap  you 
pledged.      Kiss  Mildred  Bailey. 

7.  Write  a  letter  to  Wayne  King, 
requesting  him  to  dedicate  "I  Love 


You  Truly"  to  her.  You'll  have 
to  listen  to  her  radio  all  evening  to 
be   sure   you    won't   miss    it.      Kiss 


evening    from    force   of   habit.    Kiss 
her   mother,    out   of   sympathy. 

9.  Call  me  up.  It'll  cost  you 
more,  but  I'm  broadminded:  I  can 
forget   about    the   depression. 


W 


ayne. 


8.    Date    a    professor's    daughter. 
Her   father   will   lecture   to   you   all 


She  was  the  queen  of  the  ball 
iMen  would  look,  then  fall. 
She   wore  her  new  dress, 
My  dear,  I  must  confess  .  .  . 
There  was  nothing  to  it,  at  all. 


Reverend  Gent:  "Young  lady,  do  you  know  the  Ten  Commandments?" 
Girl:  "No,  but  if  you'll  whistle  a  few  bars,  I'll  try  to  follow  you." 


NINE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


POL  LYA  N  N  A 


Polly  first  wants  to  give  you  a 
list  of  several  campus  "hotshots" 
who  are  continually  trying  to  get 
publicity,  by  fair  means  or  foul, 
and  assure  you  that  these  persons 
named  below  will  be  left  out  of 
this  column.      They  are: 

Prince  Don   Oakland***** 

Jean  V^n  Evera**** 

Rue  Paula  Parcells**** 

Nell   Griffiths*** 

■•Kimmie"    Hill** 

Marie   Powley* 

Frank  Mohr* 

Eloise   Barclay** 

Harry   Zinder 

Entire   Kappa   Chapter***** 

Bundesen   Brothers 

Paul   Ziffrcn 

"Gretchen"  Mearns***** 

(Number    of    *    stars    indicate    the 
worst  offenders.) 

Polly  shall  make  no  radical 
changes  for  this  New  Year  but  she 
will  make  an  exposure  of  those  peo- 
ple who  think  they  have  tactfully 
hidden    their    misdoings    from    her. 

First  and  foremost  of  all  Polly 
wants  to  mention  the  Gold  Digging 
Daughters  of  the  south — Eleanor 
and  Sally  Gwinn.  They  are  the 
worst.  (The  Gwinns  arc  very 
much  remembered  by  men  of  Wis- 
consin and  Iowa.  Why?)  We 
don't  want  to  seem  inquisitive  but 
we  would  like  to  know  what  caused 
these  two  sisters  to  keep  the  whole 
Theta  house  awake  the  night  be- 
fore Xmas  vacation  by  their  hilar- 
ity and  boisterousness.  Ah.  pro- 
hibition.     — We   wonder. 

Polly  doesn't  carry  talcs,  but  the 
girls  of  a  local  sorority  who  always 
demand  an  evening  at  the  Drake, 
held  their  fall  party  at  a  Speakeasy. 
That  Kappa  key.  like  a  policeman's 
badge,  seems  to  be  an  excuse  for 
anything.  I^olly  has  also  noticed 
that  there  is  quite  a  depression  in 
good  looks  at  the  Kappy  house  this 
year. 

TEN 


It  seems  too  bad  that  a  North- 
western student  who  commands  the 
respect  of  the  whole  athletic  world 
finds  it  necessary  to  pass  his  Xmas 
by  playing  with  guns.  As  a  result 
he  spent  his  vacation  in  the  Evans- 
ton  hospital  and  has  for  souvenirs 
a  bandaged  hand,  a  small  piece  of 
lead,  and  "memories"  of  nurses. 
Maybe  Pug  is  not  so  dumb  after 
all. 

Polly  wants  to  award  a  year's 
subscription  for  Ballyhoo  to  the 
S.  A.  E.  Varsity,  one  DWIGHT 
KOENIG.  who.  on  Xmas  eve  made 
his  yearly  visit  to  church  with  the 
pride  of  the  Pi  Phi  chapter.  Mallory 
Griffiths.  Much  to  his  surprise  the 
ushers  passed  the  hat  and  Dwight 
was  forced  to  deposit  there-in.  Re- 
sult— buns  and  coffee  for  the  pastor, 
no  carfare  for  Mallory  and  Dwight. 
Now  here  'tis — be  ready  for  a  cry. 
On  the  Romeo's  return  from 
Juliet's  home  in  Wilmette  an  empty 
"L  "  train  caught  his  eye — a  dash 
through  the  door  and  D.  K.  was 
at  the  controls,  the  air  was  quickly 
released  and  the  juice  applied.  The 
officials  and  "Chuck"  Penniwell 
saw  the  Paul  Revere  tendencies  of 
Koenig  and  stopped  the  "Noyes 
Street  Express."  (Money  gone.) 
What  price  Xmas  spirit. 

What  a  date!  What  a  date, 
boys!  Our  little  D.  G..  Barbara 
Johnson,  issues  the  proclamation 
that  when  a  girl  says  NO  she  means 
YES.       (Gre.   9326.) 

Xmas  is  over  and  our  fair  Coeds 
have  put  the  Canadian  "Mounties" 
to  shame. 

Engagements  announced: 
Kappa  Alpha  Theta   2^^ 
Alpha  Phi  2 
Delta  Gamma   2 
Kappa  Kappa  Gamma  1    (^hah) 
Delta  Zeta   i 

We  always  did  say  that  a  home, 
a  sofa,  a  radio,  etc.  would  bring 
results. 


It  is  said  en  the  North  Quad  that 
the  Sr.  Football  Mgr.  of  last  year. 
Stew  Knapp,  was  forced  to  the  Ev- 
anston  hospital  by  the  attentions  of 
his  fraternity  brothers.  Ask  any 
Sigma  Nu. 

Polly  has  heard  a  lot  about  the 
treatment  of  the  students  by  the 
administration  but  their  actions  are 
light  stuff  compared  to  the  treat- 
ment of  a  certain  young  lady  by 
her  chapter  of  Alpha  Phi.  If  their 
present  "wonder"  pledge  class  does 
not  turn  out  any  better  than  the 
actives  they  had  better  hold  on  to 
everyone  they  have.  I  wonder  how 
much  right  they  have  to  judge  an- 
other. 

The  newest  scandal  brings  a 
Theta  pledge.  Connie  Gordon,  to 
quick  attention.  It  has  been  told 
that  she  hired  a  compartment,  all 
for  herself,  on  the  returning  Xmas 
train  but  then  she  weakened  and 
became  "sociable."  Call  Polly  for 
further  details. 

Mary  Axe  is  engaged  to  Joe 
Everly  (with  a  fraternity  pin)  — 
Florence  Ross  to  Jack  Parkinson — 
Joe  and  Florence  are  no  longer  on 
campus — Mary  and  Jack  are  keep- 
ing each  other  company — nice  of 
them — theme  song  will  likely  be. 
"The  Pal  That  I  Loved  Stole  the 
Gal  That  I  Loved." 

We  understand  that  Ernie  Kort. 
a  member  of  Vierow's  Privy  Coun- 
cil, has  taken  up  carpentering.  It 
is  said  that  Kort  took  advantage  of 
a  friend's  absence  during  the  holi- 
days by  doing  a  little  "chiseling" 
with   the   friend's   female  ambition. 

W'hat  about  the  boys  who  hung 
around  Heth.  Michaud  and  Hubsch 
while  they  were  singing  at  the 
Beach?  How  does  it  feel  to  get  out 
of  paying  the  check?  "Just  a 
Gigolo." 

And  what's  more,  you  column- 
ists, get  this  out  of  your  head.  Tom 
Slater  and  Bill  Robinson  did  not 
write  this  column.  It  takes  brains 
to  write  this  stuff,  and  your  old 
Aunt  Polly  resents  the  implication 
that  Slater  and  Robinson  might  be 
her  equals. 


P  U  R  P  L  E/^^P  A  R  ROT 


WOMEN  IN  GENERAL 

Girls  who  are  petters 
Get  loads  of  love  letters, 
And  dames  who  are  respected 
Are  all  their  life  dejected. 
And  those  who  won't  swear 
Will  soon  get  the  air, 
While  those  with  inhibitions 
Rate  darn  few  propositions. 

Lionel    Wiggam. 


I  Was  Hungry  Last  Night 


"Yassuh,  Ah  calls  mah  baby  'hinges,' 
because  she's  somefhin'  to  adoah." 


Phi  Kap:  Which  side  did  the 
photographers   take   in    the   debate? 

Phi  Bete:  Why,  the  negative,  of 
course. 

Phi  Kap:    Are   you  positive? 

Phi  Bete:  Sure,  I  have  the  proofs 
for  it. 

FOR  XMAS 
From  Bill,  a  ring 
And  perfume  from  Jim 
John,   not  a  damn  thing — and 
I  belong  to  him! 


I  was  hungry  last  night, 

So  when  Jack  said, 

"Better  come  over  to  the  apartment 

And  ril  get  you  a  real  dinner," 

I  said,   "Oke,   big  boy." 

I  had  to  test  his  cooking 

Before  I  could  be  sure 

He  was  the  right  man 

To  marry,  anyway. 

Before  dinner,    we   had   cocktails — 

Grapejuice,    rye,   and   white  rock — 

"Just  to  give  you  an  appetite," 

Jack  said. 

I  didn't  need  an  appetizer; 

I  was  hungry  last  night. 

'Now   for   the  dinner,"   Jack   said, 
Shooing  us  into  the  dining  room. 
"But  first  I  want  you  to  try 
Just  a  little  of  this  fig  wine. 
It  won't  hurt  you.  it's  cut." 
After  the  third  glass. 
I  learned  that  it  was  cut — 
With  Scotch. 

"Before      you      bring      the      soup, 
Marie — " 

(Jack's  brother  makes  a  cute  maid) 

"Let's  taste  some  of  that  new 

Stock  of  beer." 

I  don't  really  care  for  beer. 

So  two  bottles  were  quite  enough. 

Besides,  I  was  hungry  last  night. 


"Terribly  sorry,"   Jack  said, 
"I  forgot  you  don't  like  beer, 
Bring  the  little  girl  a  gin  buck — 
Make  it  two  gin  bucks." 
I  don't  know  why  I  left  the 
Pretty  little  cherries  in  the 
Bottom  of  the  glass. 

"Let's  see  now,  I've  quite  forgotten 
Whether  you  care  for  bourbon," 
Jack  added  hopefully. 
"Then  there's  some  rare  old 
Madeira  in  the  ice  box 
I  keep  for  special  guests  ..." 
"Before  you  go  you  must  have 
Just  one  Peoria  highball  ..." 
"And  another  stein  of  beer  ..." 
"It's  too  bad  you  don't  mix  your 

drinks, 
I  have  some  really  nice  stuff  in  the 

garage  ..." 

This  morning  I  had 
Iced  tomato  juice, 
black  coffee, 
and  an  ammonia  coke. 
I  didn't  seem  to  want 
any  nice  crisp  bacon, 
or   lovely   fried   eggs, 
or  cute  little  sausages  ... 
It  doesn't  seem  possible, 
but   I   was  hungry — 
last  night. 

F.  G. 


"When   Knighthood  Was  in   Flower" 
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THE  BRIDE'S  SECRET 


I  was  just  a  sweet,  innocent 
maiden  from  Peoria.  Illinois.  De- 
spite the  picas  of  my  saintly  white- 
haired  mother.  I  was  determined  to 
go  to  the  big  city  in  search  of  rom- 
ance. Life,  and — with  bated  breath 
I   breathed   it — Love. 

Dangerously  ignorant  of  the  facts 
of  life.  I  kissed  by  sweet  mother 
au  revoir — "Say  au  revoir.  Mother 
o'  mine,  but  not  good-bye."  I 
whispered  through  rapidly  falling 
tears.  "So  long,  child  of  my  heart." 
she  replied  bravely,  and  I  leaped 
gracefullv  to  the  step  of  the  fast  re- 
ceding train.  Biting  back  my  hot 
tears.  I  gave  one  last  long  look  at 
Mother  in  her  rusty  black  gown 
and  shabby  mink  coat,  and  walked 
boldly  into  the  Pullman. 

Alone — all  alone.  No  memento 
of  my  former  happy  home  but  the 
second  mortgage:  nothing  to  remind 
me  of  Mother  but  a  sacred  copy  of 
Ballyhooey  which  she  had  tucked 
in  my  hand  at  parting,  with  the 
words.  "This  will  teach  you.  my 
dear:  Be  pure,  sweet  maid,  and  let 
who  will  go  to  college." 

How  I  wish  I  could  erase  those 
next  few  hours  from  my  memory ! 
When  I  entered  that  Pullman.  I 
was  a  happy  child:  when  I  left — 
ah,  when  I  left  a  few  hours  later, 
I  was  an  ash  blonde!  Those  238 
minutes  changed  my  entire  future. 
Let  us  draw  the  kindly  curtain  of 
oblivion  over  that  dreadful  experi- 
ence. I  cannot  bear  to  think  about 
It.     I  cannot  bear  to  talk  about  it. 


There  on  the  bed  is  my  gown  of 
ivory  satin,  my  long  tulle  veil,  and 
my  bouquet  of  white  roses  and 
lilies-of-thc-vallcy — Lilies,  for  pur- 
ity! Today  should  be  the  happiest 
day  of  my  life,  for  in  a  half  hour  I 
shall  be  the  bride  of  Cornelius  Van 
der   Biltmorc.    my    hero,    my    lover. 


the  most  wonderful  man  in  Brad- 
street's.  But  I  cannot  be  happy, 
ior  I  am  haunted — haunted  by  a 
memory  that  turns  my  wedding 
gown  to  a  shroud,  and  my  bridal 
bouquet  to  a  funeral  wreath,  a  hol- 
low  mockery   of  my   fairest   hopss. 

That  terrible  memory  brings  a 
question,  a  torturing  question  that 
makes  every  moment  a  torment: 
Should  I  tell  Corny.'  Must  I  tell 
Corny.'  Ever  since  that  blissful 
night  when  he  first  took  me  in  his 
arms  and  asked  me  to  be  his  very 
own  (he  said.  "Will  you  be  my 
very  own.'").  I  have  wrestled  with 
the  awful  problem.  My  conscience 
tells  me  it  would  not  be  fair  to  let 
him  marry  me  without  knowing  the 
whole  truth.  But  would  he  look  at 
me  in  that  worshipping  way  if  he 
knew'  Would  he  still  call  me  his 
angel'  ("My  angel."  he  calls 
mc.  1  Would  I  ever  know  again  the 
blinding  happiness  of  his  kisses? 
Still,  if  I  don't  tell  him,  and  he 
should  find  out  later — but  maybe, 
hope  whispers,  he  would  never  find 
out. 

It  is  almost  time  for  the  cere- 
mony. Still  struggling  with  the 
fatal  question.  I  climb  into  my 
wedding  dress — white,  the  symbol 
of  purity.  Corny  shall  never  know. 
I  decide  fiercely.  He  must  love  me 
forever. 

Downstairs  the  golden  tones  of 
the  organ  begin  to  sing.  "I  Love 
You  Truly."  Truly.'  Suddenly  I 
remember  Mother — who  taught  me 
to  be  true.  Happiness  can  never  be 
founded  on  a  lie.  she  told  me.  (She 
said.  "Happiness  can  never  be 
founded  on  a  lie."*  I  will  tell 
Corny  now.  before  it  is  too  late. 

"Corny,"  I  call  softly  to  the 
fourth  floor.  "Come  here  just  a 
minute." 


"Go  to — er,  coming,  darling." 
says  the  voice  of  my  dreams. 

"Corny,  dear.  I'm  not  worthy 
to  be  your  bride.  I  must  tell  you 
now." 

"Wait'll  the  honeymoon,  dear. 
You'll  have  lots  of  time  to  tell  me 
then." 

"No.  dearest,  this  can't  go  on. 
Two  years  ago — when  I  was  just 
a  simple,  innocent  girl — I  was  com- 
ing to  Chicago  in  a  Pullman — oh. 
I  don't  know  how  to  tell  you." 

Those  wonderful  arms  enfolded 
me.  and  his  lips  gave  me  courage  to 
go  on. 

"And  on  that  Pullman — in  those 
few  hours  between  night  and  morn- 
ing— oh.  I  can't  tell  you." 

"But  you  must,  darling."  Corny 
hissed  lovingly. 

"It  isn't  fair  not  to  tell  you — 
oh.  if  I  could  be  that  girl  again! 
In  that  Pullman.  Cornv  darling. 
I— I—." 

"Well?" 

"I — you'll  not  love  me  any 
more — ." 

"I'll  always  love  you.  unless  you 
happen  to  lose  that  million."  he 
growled  encouragingly. 

"I — you'll  not  believe  it — . " 

"You  bet  I  will.  dear.  I'd  be- 
lieve anything  of  you  modern  wom- 
en." 

"But  I'm — I  can't  tell  you." 

"Don't  be  afraid,  dearest.  Tell 
me  now.  They're  playing  the 
Wedding  March." 

"Corny,  on  that  Pullman,  two 
years  ago — " 

"Yes.  yes.  I  know,  on  that  Pull- 
man— " 

"I— I— " 

"Go  on." 

"...  contracted  ..." 

"What?" 

"Athlete's   foot!" 
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PHILOSOPHY 

The  woman  who  plays  and  plays. 

And  the  woman  who  gives  and 

gives. 

Is  the  woman  who  pays  and  pays, 

And  the   woman   who  lives  and 

lives! 

Lionel  Wiggam. 


Seen  in  eastern  newspaper:  Three 
men  and  three  women  who  had 
been  trapped  in  the  mountains  for 
four  days  were  rescued  today,  very 
much  exhausted.  Well . 

Cohen:    Business    is    sure    awful. 
Levi:  You  took  thj  words  right 
out  of  my  hands. 


A  man  advertising  for  a  lost  wife 
gives  this  description:  "Blonde, 
pretty,  age  ig.  tattooed  above  both 
knees."  But  don't  let  this  get  you 
into  trouble  by  asking  pretty 
blondes  how  old  they  are. 

"Nightly  the  moon  tells  the 
world  lovely  tales  of  romance," 
says  a  summer  hotel  circular.  And 
daily  the  sun  comes  out  and  calls  it 
a  liar. 


The  president  of  a  girls'  college 
in  Georgia  has  ruled  that  the  stu- 
dents must  not  smoke  on  the  cam- 
pus. We  are  told  he  fears  that  they 
might  set  fire  to  some  of  the  old 
traditions. 


People  who  live  in  glass  houses 
must  get  tired  of  reading  funny 
paragraphs  about  themselves. 


"Yes,  she's  engaged  to  an  Irish- 
man." 

"Oh,  really?" 

"Yes,  but  I  think  he  pronounces 
it  O'Reilly." 

"Mary  had  a  little  lamb — ." 
Now,   maybe  she'll  stop  playing 
around   with   those   fast   shepherds  I 


Books  You'd  Love  to  Burn 

by  J.  K.  Northway 


She  calls  her  boy-friends  "re- 
ceivers" because  she's  always  in  their 
hands. 


Little  Jimmy's  Notebook,  by  J. 
W,  Armstrong  and  staff:  not 
published  in  any  printed  edition. 

Here  is  a  book  a  great  many  stu- 
dents would  like  to  get  hold  of, 
since,  although  none  of  them  have 
ever  read  it  a  great  many  of  them 
have  had  selections  from  it  read  to 
them.  These  readings  have  always 
proved  of  great  interest  to  the  lis- 
tener, who  has  often  been  so  move] 
by  them  that  he  has  quit  school 
resolved  to  lead  a  better  life. 

The  worst  feature  of  th:  volume 
is  its  lack  of  any  bibliography,  so 
that  one  is  left  wondering  where  all 
the  material  has  come  from.  Cer- 
tainly it  seems  almost  an  impossi- 
bility that  the  authors  and  his  as- 
sistants could  have  personally 
collected  such  a  vast  amount  of 
material,  and  that  they  must  have 
employed  investigators  in  finding  it. 
Whether  these  investigators  are  stu- 
dents, as  is  generally  assumed,  or 
whether  the  author  and  his  Staff 
spend  all  their  spare  time  collecting 
the  material,  is  unknown. 

Like  Winchell's  column  the  tome 
is  filled  with  names,  dates,  and 
other  bits  of  information.  It  is  not 
to  be  conceded  an  honor  to  "make" 
the  book  however,  since  it  only 
proves  you  were  careless.  If  your 
name  does  get  into  it,  however,  you 
will  hear  about  it  in  practically  no 
time. 

The  edition  is  well-thumbed  and 
has  been  used  a  great  deal.  Stu- 
dents wishing  to  find  out  more 
about  it  may  do  so  by  throwing 
rocks  or  snowballs  at  some  frat- 
ernity house  window,  starting  a 
riot,  or  carrying  too  big  a  load  at 
a  school  function.  Not  only  will 
you  find  out  more  about  the  book, 


but  you  may  also  have  the  pleasure 
of  a  little  personal  interview  with 
the  author,  who  is  always  glad  to 
meet  his  fans  and  discuss  the  finer 
points  of  the  book  with  them. 


193  I  Student  Directory,  a  sym- 
posium, published  by  the  North- 
western Y.   M.  C.  A. 

A  great  many  interesting  things 
lie  between  the  covers  of  the  latest 
edition  of  this  series.  The  volume 
opens  with  the  startling  fact  that 
Todd  Aaron,  Sigma  Chi.  comes 
from  Pawhuska,  Oklahoma,  and 
who  would  believe  there  could  be  a 
town  named  that.""  And  from  th:re 
on  it's  just  one  damned  thing  after 
another  until  finally  it  ends  up  with 
Evelyn  F.  Zwiefka.  of  Chicago.  In 
the  meantime  it  has  touched  all  the 
funny  things,  all  the  serious  ones, 
all  the  beauty  and  all  the  sordidness, 
all  the  virtue  and  vice  of  a  large 
university.  There  is  life  between 
these  covers. 

It  is  a  bit  further  back,  however, 
that  the  m.ale  student  will  spend 
most  of  his  time,  in  the  section 
labelled  Social  Sororities  and  Open 
Houses.  In  fact  he  can  spend  a 
good  deal  of  his  time  on  Gamma 
Phi  Beta  alone,  just  reading  over 
their  chapter  role.  There's  heart- 
ache and  romance  in  this  section  if 
you  want  to  look  for  it. 

But  wisely,  the  editors  saved  the 
best  for  the  last,  putting  the  humor 
section  last  just  as  the  Syllabus 
does  with  cuts  and  grinds.  It  be- 
gins on  page  75  and  the  student 
would  do  well  to  look  it  up.  It's  a 
scream,  though  it  has  its  serious 
note.  It  furnishes  an  uproarious 
climax  for  the  book. 
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HOW  TO  GET  OUT  OF 
FINAL  EXAMS 

Getting  out  of  semester  exams  is 
a  matter  of  experience.  The 
method    depends    upon    the    course. 

In  Econ.,  talk  to  Mrs.  Simonds 
daily  for  three  months.  You'll  then 
go  up  for  the  orals.  No  matter 
what  you're  asked,  say  "It  all  de- 
pends, "   and  an  A  is  yours. 

In  Poli.  Sci..  the  best  maneuver 
is  to  take  Egbert  out  to  lunch  for  a 
couple  weeks.  You  won't  mind 
it:  he's  really  a  dear,  and  you'll  get 
by  on  orals. 

In  any  course,  stay  away  from 
class  the  entire  semester.  The  pro- 
fessor won't  know  you're  in  school, 
and  won't  expect  you  to  take  the 
exam. 

Help  raid  classes  on  Hobo  day, 
or  any  other  celebration.  Be  sure 
Dean  Jimmie  knows  your  name, 
and  you'll  get  out  of  all  your 
exams. 

Transfer  to  Alabama. 

Drop  out  of  school  the  week  be- 
fore exams. 

Drop  the  course. 

Play  football. 

Professor  Case  was  busy  in  his 
study.  "Have  you  seen  this.''"  said 
his  wife,  entering.  "There's  a  re- 
port in  the  paper  of   your   death." 

"Is  that  so.'"  returned  Professor 
Case  without  looking  up.  '"We  must 
remember  to  send  a  wreath." 


Infirmary:  Why  were  you  ab- 
sent  yesterday.' 

Student:    I   was  ill. 

Infirmary:  Have  you  a  medical 
certificate.' 

Student:   No.   I  was  really  ill. 

"They  say  you  married  her  be- 
cause her  aunt   left   her  a  fortune." 

"That's  not  true.  I'd  have  mar- 
ried her  no  matter  who  left  it  to 
her.  " 


Etiquette  as  she  is  taught:  Never 
break  your  bread  or  roll  in  your 
soup. 


Nerts  to  You 

A  young  fellow  came  rushing 
into  the  asylum.  Like  a  maniac  he 
grabbed  the  doctor  and  screamed, 
"Quick,  lock  me  up.  Put  me  in  a 
padded  cell.  I'm  goin'  nuts!" 

"What's  the  matter?"  said  the 
asylum  doctor. 

"I'll  tell  you  how  it  is.  I  met  a 
young  widow  with  a  grown-up 
step-daughter  and  I  married  the 
widow.  Then  my  father  married  our 
step-daughter.  That  made  my  wife 
the  mother-in-law  of  her  father-in- 
law,  and  made  my  step-daughter 
m.y  step- mother,  and  my  father 
became  my  step-son.  Then  my  step- 
mother, the  step-daughter  of  my 
wife,  had  a  son.  That  boy  was  my 
brother  as  he  was  my  father's  son. 
but  he  was  also  the  son  of  my  wife's 
step-daughter,  and  therefore  her 
grandson.  Then  my  wife  had  a 
son.  my  brother-in-law. 

"The  step-sister  of  my  son  is  also 
his  grand-mother,  because  he  is  her 
step-son's  child.  My  father  is  the 
brother-in-law  of  my  child,  because 
the  step-sister  is  his  wife.  I  am  the 
the  brother  of  my  own  son.  who  is 
also  the  child  of  my  grandmother, 

"I  am  my  mother's  brother-in- 
law,  my  wife's  own  child's  aunt, 
my  son  is  my  father's  nephew,  and 
I  am  my  own  grandfather,  and  I 
can't  stand  it.  I'm  goin'  nuts. 


If  a  man  born  in  Poland  is  a 
Pole,  is  a  man  born  in  Holland  a 
Hole.' 

Barber:  Your  hair  is  getting  quite 
gray.   sir. 

Prof.:  I'm  not  surprised.  Hurry 
up. 


Definition   of   a   net — Holes   tied 
together  with  string. 


Sap:   I  hear  that  a  man  gets  run 
over    every    half    hour    in    London. 
Dope:    Poor  guy! 

Maid:  The  doctor  is  here,  sir. 
Absent-minded    Prof:    Tell    him 
I  can't  see  him.      I'm  sick. 


Is  this  a  second-hand   store? 

Yes. 

Well,   I   need  one  on  my  watch. 


Why.  half  the  pages  of  this 
novel  are  blank! 

Well,  you'll  notice  that  the  hero 
and  heroine  quarrel  on  Page  145 
and  never  speak  again. 

"Take  your  paws  off  that 
queen!"  growled  the  poker  player 
to  his  partner. 


The  Mug:  "What  do  you  want 
for  your  birthday,  baby?" 

The  Chorus  Girl  (coyly):  "A 
pair  of  trunks." 

The  Mug:  "Yeah?  You  ain't 
got  enough  stuff  to  go  into  two 
trunks." 


"lITJLIJICr^: 


Tail:    "What    did    the    Mormon    say 
when   he  saw  ihe   Indians   coming?" 
Short:   "I   don't  know — what?" 
Tall:   "The   Indians  are  coming!" 

House  Mother:  Why  didn't  you 
walk  back  from  that  date  you  had 
last   night? 

Alpha  Phi:  Oh.  we  went  too  far. 


First  Phi  Kap:  I  just  saw  a  fel- 
low   swallow   a   sword! 

Second  Dope:  That's  nothing.  I 
just   saw   a   co-ed   inhale   a   Camel! 
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POKER 

"I'll  open  up,  "  said  the  dentist's 
patient. 

"Everything's  fair  with  me,"  said 
the  conductor. 

"I'll  have  to  stick  In  this  pot," 
the  gluemaker  said. 

"I  got  my  rights,  but  I'll  stay," 
piped  the  pugilist. 

"I'm  takin'  you  boys  up  ten,"  the 
elevator  boy  chimed. 

"Everything  in?"  questioned  the 
dentist. 

"I'm  calling,"  said  th?  page  boy, 

"Checks  no  good  here.  I  win  with 
a  full  house."  said  the  hotel  man- 
ager. 

"You  win  and  I'm  in  the  hole," 
said  the  ditch-digger. 


The  +iglTl--wad's  girl  receives  an 
engagement  ring. 

Soph:  Yes,  I  told  that  pretty  girl 
everything  I  knew, 

Frosh:  I  noticed  you  were  pretty 
quiet  down  at  your  end  of  the  table. 


Band  member:  That  tune  haunts 
me. 

"Rusty"  Bainum:  It  ought  to: 
you  murdered  it. 

Wrangler:  What  makes  you 
snore  so  much? 

Roommate:  Maybe  it's  because 
I'm  a  sound  sleeper. 


Red-Hot 
Mahatma 

"Mr.   Candy,"   I   announced. 
The  Cannon-towel  ad  looked  at  me 
in  complete  disgust. 
"Gandhi."  he  said  sternly. 
(1  just  buttle  in  Buckingham  Pal- 
ace: that's  the  way  I  made  my  liv- 
ing, so  how  do  they  expect  me  to 
know  about  home-made  salt?) 
"Mr.   Gandhi,"    I  corrected   myself, 
"May  I  take  your  wrap,  sir?" 
"Mr.   Pullman   Gandhi,   your   maj- 
esty, "  I  was  reading  the  name  from 
the  wrap  he  handed  me,   when  the 
Queen  fainted. 
Then  I  looked  at  him, 
I    guess    India   is   scarce   on    towels, 
but  I'm  the  perfect  butler. 
"Here,    sir,    may    I    give    you    your 
wrap?" 


A  BY-PRODUCT 
As  we  were  walking  along  the 
street  yesterday,  we  encountered  a 
colored  woman  who  was  running 
after  her  young  son  wildly  shout- 
ing "Morphy,  Morphy,"  Moved  by 
curiosity  we  stopped  her  and  in- 
quired. 

"Would  you  mind  telling  us  why 
you  call  your  child  "Morphy?" 
Upon  which  the  woman  explained 
that  his  real  name  wasn't  Morphy, 
but  Morphine.  Still  we  couldn't 
catch  on,  so  she  explained  further — 
"Well,  de  doctor  done  tole  me  dat 
morphine  was  de  product  of  a  wild 
poppy,  an'  dat  sure  does  apply  to 
dis  yere  chile." 

Sophomore:  "After  reading 
"Gulliver's  Travels."  we're  con- 
vinced that  Swift  must  have  been 
a   Beta. 

With  things  as  they  are  this  year, 
we  hear  Santa  Glaus  is  going  to 
limit  his  beard  to  a  moustache. 


Senior:  What  makes  my  pocket- 
book  always  look  the  same? 
Junior;  I'll  bite. 
Senior:   There's  no  change  in  it. 


Professor's  Daughter:  "My  dad  re- 
marked last  night  that  it  is  a  well 
known  fact  that  a  fool  can  ask  more 
questions  than  a  wise  man  can  answer." 

He:  "No  wonder  I  flunked  my  exam." 

Captain:   Let's  play  cards. 
First  Mate:   We  can't.   The  sail- 
ors are  lying  on  the  decks. 


Native:  "What  do  you  think  of  our 
town?" 

Collegiate  Youth:  "Well,  it  certainly 
is  unique." 

Native:  "What  do  you  mean  by 
unique.' 

Collegiate  Youth:  "Well,  it  comes 
from  two  Latin  words — 'unus,'  meaning 
'one,'    and    'equus,'    meaning    'horse'." 
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Another  Angle  on  an  Old 
College  Custom 

She  was  only  the  Janitor's  son's 
sister — but  she  certainly  swept  thi-m 
off  their  feet! 


"Darling.    I   love   you!" 
"And  I  you.  dearest!" 
"Will  you  always  love  me?" 
"Ever!" 
(and  so  on  for  about  ten  minutej) 
"But  I  must  be  going  now." 
"Haven't    you     forgotten     some- 
thing?" 

"I  don't  believe  so.   'What?" 
"You  didn't   leave  me  any  ice!" 


Embarrassing  Moments  Editor; 

When  I  woke  up  this  morning, 
my  mouth  tasted  like  the  inside  of 
a  motorman's  glove.  Imagine  my 
embarrassment  when  I  put  my  hand 
to  my  mouth  and  found  a  motor- 
man's  glove   there! 

Our  idea  of  a  genius  is  a  person 
v.-ho  can  rewrite  a  traveling  sales- 
man story  and  make  it  acceptable 
to  the  Ladies'  Home  Companion. 

Employer:  Miss  Smith.  I'd  like 
to  have  you  go  on  a  business  trip 
to  Detroit   v/ith  me  next   week. 

Stcno;  I  may  be  your  typewriter. 
but  don't  get  the  idea  that  I'm  port- 
able! 


This  coffee  taste  like  mud! 
Well,   it    was    just    ground    this 
morning. 
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Two  love  birds  on  the  sofa 

hear  approaching  footsteps 

on  the  stairs 

Two  love  birds 


Two  in  the  bush  is  the  root  of 
all  evil. 


"Hello,  my  pretty  girl,  are  you 
Farmer  Jones'  daughter?" 

"Yes,  I  am." 

"Well.  I'm  selling  bloomers  and 
step-ins." 

"Bloomers  and  step-ins?  Don't 
know  what  you're  talking  about." 

"My  name's  Smith,  Miss  Jones. 
John  Smith." 


ist  Kappa:  Bill,  certainly,  was 
drunk  New  Year's  Eve. 

2nd  Dope:   How's  that? 

I  St  Ditto:  He  was  so  drunk  that 
he  put  a  coin  in  a  fire  box,  and  kept 
ringing  the  bell  until  he  got  his  ride. 

Say.  I  know  a  girl  who  could 
show  you  your  place.  You  think 
you're  pretty  smart.  This  gal 
works  in  the  dark,  and  knows 
where  to  put  fellows  like  you.  It's 
guys  like  you  that  need  to  be  shown 
around,  and  this  gal  can  do  it  cause 
she's  an  usher. 


In    football,    it's   the   subsidy 

On   the  ice,  it's  the  speed 

In   a  skunk,   it's  the  smell 

In    the  Daily,  it's  news 

In   the  Parrot,   it's  dirt 

In    the  "Scrap  Book,"  it  was  satire 

On    a  date,  it's  the  girl 

But  on  the  sofa,  it's . 


ist  Tough:  "If  you  don't  get 
out  of  here  I'll  knock  you  through 
the  cuspidor." 

2nd  ditto:  "No.  you  won't.  I'll 
walk  through  it.  Where's  that 
door?" 


I   hear   they've  discovered   a   new 
kind  of  Eternal  Triangle. 
Yeah  ? 
Yeah — Siamese   Triplets. 


— Why,    I    get     twice     as 
sleep  as  you  do. 

— You     ought     to. 
twice  as  many  classes. 


much 
"^'ou     have 


ADVICE  TO  THE 
LOVE-WORN 
You    can    easily    distinguish    be- 
tween asthma  and  passion — asthma 
lasts. 


Freshman,  reading  V  e  r  g  i  1 — 
"Three  times  I  strove  to  cast  my 
arms  about  her  neck."  and —  that's 
as  far  as  I  got,  professor.  " 

Prof— "Well,"  Mr.  Smith,  "I 
think  that  was  quite  far  enough." 

A  freshman  hesitates  on  the  word 
"connoisseur.  " 

Prof.:  "What  would  you  call  a 
man  that  pretends  to  know  every- 
thing?" 

Freshman:  "A  professor." 


"Ah.  I  have  an  impression!  "  ex- 
claimed the  prof  to  his  philosophy 
class.  "Can  any  one  tell  me  what  an 
impression  is?  "  he  continued,  as  he 
touched  his  forehead  with  his  finger. 

No  answer. 

"What!  No  one  knows'  No  one 
can  tell  me  what  an  impression  is'  " 

"I  know,"  said  the  campus  wit. 
"an  impression  is  a  dent  in  a  soft 
place." 


Irate  Roommate:  "How  on  earth  do 
you  expect  to  drive  a  nail  into  that 
wall  with  your  slipper?  For  heaven's 
sake,  use  your  head." 
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EVOLUTION 
Said  the  monk  as  she  hung  by  her 

tail. 
To  her  offsprings,  both  female  and 

male, 
From  your  children,   my  dears, 
In  a  few  million  years. 
May  evolve  a  professor  at  Yale. 


"I'm  at  the  crossroads  of  my 
career." 

"Really?" 

"Yes,  I  can  either  b:  declared 
insane  or  be  called  the  greatest 
futuristic  painter  in  the  world." 


"And  there  will  be  weeping  and 
wailing  and  gnashing  of  teeth!" 
"Ah,  ain't  got  no  teeth." 
"Teeth  will  be  supplied." 


".  .  .  Club  car  story  me  eye.  My 
daughter  brought  it  home  from 
Vassar." 


"Of  course  I  slapped  him.     How 
was     I     to    know     what     Platonic 


meant 


"You    wouldn't    skid    me,    mis- 
ter?" said  the  car  on  an  icy  night. 

Dom:   "What's  a  reverie?" 
Dommer:    "A   guy    what   blows 
the  whistle  at  football  games.  " 


THE  DING  LIST 
A  sneer,  I  leers,  at  last  we  hear 
The  Ding  List  is  explained — 
Both  east  and  west  quad  lend  your 

ears 
Lest  your  rep  is  stained. 
Now  there  are  some  that  know  the 

Ding, 
But  they  will  never  tell 
And  when  they  read  this  little  thing 
They'll  blush  like  creepin'   hell 
Now  if  your  popularity  wanes 
And  things  arc  bluer'n'  a  burial 
You'll  know  you're  on  the  list  of 

names 
That  have  sparrows  on  their  aerial. 
Go  out  and  neck  an'  stay  out  late 
And  don't  spend  all  his  money; 
Don't    talk   about    your    last    night 

date 
N'     fer     gawd's     sake,     don't     get 

punny ! 
And   when   he  parks  down   by   the 

lake 
And  sez   "les'   neck  some   more" — 
Don't  look  around  and  try  to  fake 

you'd  never  been  there  before. 
Quit    sayin'    such    little    quips    as 

these — 
Whada  yuh  think,  g'by  now,  after 

all, 
Oh  yeah  I  y'  know  and  Holy  Jesse — 
All,    reasons   for   the   Ding   to   fall. 
We're  gangin'  up  girls,  in  a  ring 
And  it  won't  be  very  long 
Till  all  America  b'longs  to  the  Ding 
Like  China  to  their  Tong. 
These  things  for  you  have  been  sug- 
gested 
And  if  you  heed  them  all, 
The    Ding    List    wouldn't    be   con- 
gested 
And,  on  you  would  never  fall. 
Now — if   you   get  a   card   like   this 
Or  see  it  when  you're  plastered — 
The  Ding  on  you  —  I  sneers  —  I 

hiss — 
S'cause  you're  a  dirty — bounder! 
R.  G.  L. 


He  who  laughs  first  is  a  nuisance. 


Grading  on  the  Curve   Basis 


"Adam!  Quick!  The  baby  just 
swallowed  a  safety  pin!"  cried  Eve. 

But  Adam  just  laughed,  for  he 
knew  that  safety  pins  hadn't  been 
invented  yet. 


The  man  who  wrote,  "I  Ain't 
Got  No  Body" 

He:  "Do  you  believe  kissing  is 
unhealthy?" 

She:  "I  couldn't  say  —  I've 
never  ..." 

He:  "You've  never  been  kissed?" 

She:  "I've  never  been  sick." 

He:  "Your  husband  looks  like  a 
brilliant  man,  I  suppose  he  knows 
everything." 

She:  "Don't  fool  yourself,  he 
don't  even  suspect  anything." 

Lawyer:  "You  want  to  divorce 
these  women?  Can  you  name  any 
correspondents?" 

King  Solomon:  "Not  offhand, 
of  course,  but  I  strongly  suspect  the 
9  7th  Regiment  of  the  Royal  Light 
Infantry." 

Toast  overheard  at  a  fraternity 
banquet: 

"Here's  to  the  land  wc  love  and 
vice- versa." 


He    gained    a    yard,    but    lost    a 
foot." 


"Ah,  "  he  murmured  as  the  light 
went  out  in  the  room  across  the 
street,   "Now  I  can  sleep." 

■»  *  w 

"Oh,  Chester,  you're  so  primor- 
dial and  everything  .  .  ." 

"You  should  see  me  in  sneakers.  " 


.  .  .  and  the  next  time  I  catch 
you  washing  your  feet  in  papa's 
beer,  I'll  knock  your  damn  head 
off. 
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Take  It  or  Leave  It 

(With   Apologies   to    Russell    H.    Ripley) 
By    Wilford    L.    Milliren 


Synopsis  of  previous  chapters: 

Walter  Wimble,  a  young  ne'er- 
do-well,  has  been  sent  by  his  father 
to  work  as  a  wheel-tapper  in  one 
of  the  shops  of  the  elder  Wimble's 
railroad.  On  the  train  he  meets 
Ambrose  Pirtlc.  a  discontented  mag- 
azine salesman,  and  persuades  him 
to  accompany  him  and  share  his 
fortunes.  Later  in  the  day.  they 
are  accosted  by  a  black-mustached 
man  who  claims  to  be  Groucho 
Marx  in  disguise.  He  is,  however. 
Le  Moulin  Noir.  the  head  of  an  in- 
ternational   gang    of    counterfeiters. 

At  the  urgent  telegraphed  request 
of  W^imble's  father,  the  boys  decide 
to  see  what  they  can  do  to  break  the 
strike  of  the  Pretz.el  Benders,  as  the 
only  crooked  dough  in  circulation 
that  which  is  being  issued  by  Le 
Moulin  Noir's  (the  Lone  Wolf's) 
gang.  Le  Moulin  Noir  (The  Pan- 
ther) is  aware  of  their  intention, 
and  is  therefore  trying  to  "put  them 
on  the  spot."  However.  Wimble, 
who  has  changed  his  name  to  Smith, 
opens  his  grip  and  takes  out  a  bottle 
of  Carbona  and  removes  the  spot, 
foiling  his  designs.  (They  were 
m.odernistic  designs,  anyway,  so  it 
doesn't  matter.  ) 

As  the  boys  are  in  the  baggage 
car.  looking  at  an  Abyssinian  v^fart 
hog  which  is  being  sent  to  the  San 
Francisco  zoo.  they  are  aware  of  a 
sickening  sweet  odor,  and  every- 
thing goes  black.  When  they 
revive,  they  find  themselves  in  what 
appears  to  be  the  hold  of  a  tramp 
steamer.  Actually,  they  are  in  the 
hold  of  a  tramp  steamer.  Sitting 
up,  Pirtle  (who  has  changed  his 
name  to  Smith  to  avoid  confusion  ) 
discovers  that  they  arc  both  bound 
with  ropes.  "These  are  pretty  solid 
bonds,"  he  remarks. 

"Yes,"  replies  Smith  (Wimble) 
"but  they  don't  intere.'st  me.  They 
only  pay   ijj'c."     Even  in  the  face 
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of  danger  he  could  show  that  ready 
wit  which  had  had  him  kicked  out 
of  many  universities. 

As  they  are  straining  at  their 
bonds,  a  sneer  is  heard,  and  Le 
Moulin  Noir  (The  Striped  Hyena) 
appears  before  them. 

"Well,  how  do  the  Coughdrop 
Twins  like  the  accommodations'" 
he  asks. 

"Where  are  you  taking  us'"  asks 
Smith    (Wimble). 

"Oh.  you'll  find  out  all  about 
that  in  Chapter  27,"  replies  Le 
Moulin  Noir  (The  Wildcat)  and 
he  disappears  through  a  hole  in  the 
wall,  taking  the  hole  with  him  to 
prevent  the  boys  from  escaping. 

(While  all  this  is  unnecessary,  if 
it  has  done  its  bit  to  add  to  the  gen- 
eral confusion,  go  on  with  the 
story. ) 


Chapter   the  Ninth. 

Meanwhile,  a  storm  had  arisen 
outside,  and  was  blowing  the 
Prunella  1  for  so  was  the  ship 
named)  off  her  course.  On  deck, 
the  captain  was  in  a  quandary.  It 
was  an  old  abandoned  quandary, 
and  the  sides  were  too  steep  for  him 
to  escape.  The  chronometer  had 
stopped  at  half  past  Thursday,  and 
the  cabin  boy  had  spilled  the 
alcohol  with  which  he  was  polish- 
ing the  binnacle,  and  the  compass 
was  acting  as  if  it  had  the  blind 
staggers. 

"We  are  lost!"  the  captain  stag- 
gered as  he  shouted  down  the  stairs. 

"Well,  at  least  sadly  mislaid." 
replied  the  mate,  a  large,  dark- 
haired  Swede  named  Mulrooney. 

The  storm  was  increasing  in  vio- 
lence, and  had  already  carried  away 
several  of  the  sails  of  the  Prunella. 
"Let  go  the  jibi  "  shouted  the  cap- 
tain from  the  deck,  where  he  had 
fallen  when  the  idea  struck  him. 

"Who's  holding  the  darned 
thing?"   replied  one  of  the  sailors. 

This  was  something  else,   again. 


There's  Nothing  "Put  On"  About  This  Girl 
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so  a  search  was  instituted  for  the 
jib.  It  was  finally  found  wrapped 
around  the  anchor  to  keep  it  from 
getting  wet.  and  let  go.  (Incident- 
ally,  it  never  came  back.) 

While  all  this  was  occurring  on 
deck,  our  heroes  in  the  fo'c's'le  were 
devising  new  stratagems  to  replace 
the  19  17  models  they  always  carried 
with  them.  As  a  preliminary  move, 
they  changed  their  names  again, 
Smith  (Wimble)  becoming  Jerry 
Walker,  and  Smith  (Pirtle)  becom- 
ing Jerry  Day,  because  he  liked 
strawberry  ice  cream  and  once 
owned  a  kinkajou  named  Ambrose. 
However,  these  things  were  farthest 
from  his  mind  at   this  time. 

"Something  must  be  done,"  said 
Jerry. 

"Yes.  something  must  be  done, 
so  I'll  change  my  name  to  Dunn," 
replied  Jerry. 

"Then  it'll  be  a  case  of  'When 
Day  is  Dunn,'  "  answered  Jerry. 
"Why  don't  you  do  something 
big?" 

"What,  for  instance?" 

"Wash  an  elephant,"  replied 
Jerry,  which  sent  them  both  into 
stitches, 

"You  know,  this  isn't  the  first 
time  I've  been  on  a  boat.  I  crossed 
the  Atlantic  eight  times,  seven  of 
them  by  rail,"  quipped  Jerry,  when 
the  laughter  subsided. 

"You  don't  tell  me,"  nod  Jerry. 

"Sure,  I  was  hanging  over  it  the 
whole  trip." 

This  was  too  much  for  Jerry, 
and  with  a  convulsive  effort  he 
burst  his  bonds  asunder.  He  was 
growing  rapidly,  and  this  helped 
also.  Untying  his  pal,  they  stood 
up  and  surveyed  the  room  in  which 
they  were  imprisoned.  Just  then  a 
wild-eyed  sailor  came  rushing  into 
the  room.  "The  ship  is  sinking," 
he  shouted,  excitedly. 

"Let  it,"  returned  Jerry.  "It 
isn't  mine."  Following  the  sailor 
up  on  deck,  they  looked  at  the  scene 
of  disorder  around  them.  Sailors 
were  running  to,  fro,  hither,  yon, 
thence  and  one  had  taken  a  leap  in 
the  direction  of  thither.  Picking 
up  the  zither,  Jerry  strummed  a  few 


chords,  which  the  sailors  soon 
braided  into  ropes.  Just  why  they 
did  this  at  this  time  isn't  quite  clear, 
but  it'll  probably  be  cleared  up  in 
Chapter  the  Twenty-Sixth. 

Finally  someone  thought  of  the 
life  boat,  but  the  captain  had  used 
this  as  a  flower  bed  at  his  home  in 
Paducah.  When  the  ship  sank, 
everyone  started  swimming  for  the 
shore. 

"Everyone  for  himself,"  cried  the 
captain, 

"And  me  for  the  ice-box," 
punned  Jerry. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  swim- 
ming, the  boys  reached  the  shore, 
and  threw  themselves  down  to  get 
a  much  needed  rest.  Awakening, 
they  looked  around  for  their  com- 


panions from  the  Prunella,  but  they 
were  nowhere  to  be  seen.  So  they 
amused  themselves  by  insulting  the 
monkeys  in  a  nearby  cocoanut  tree, 
and  drinking  the  milk  from  the 
cocoanuts  which  the  monkeys  play- 
fully hurled  at  them. 

But  in  the  meantime,  what  had 
become  of  the  Le  Moulin  Noir 
(The  Mountain  Lion)?  Disguised 
as  a  palm  tree,  with  a  spray  of 
celery  in  his  hair,  he  was  crouched 
behind  a  grain  of  sand,  with  a 
ukulele  in  one  hand  and  a  machete 
in  the  other.  Gathering  all  his 
forces,  he  leaped  directly  at  the  un- 
protected backs  of  the  boys. 

(To  be  continued  in  the  June 
issue)     (1940)     (Perhaps) 

The  Baron  Spaces 


Doctor:  "Mister,  would  you  mind  holding  your  finger 
on  this  knot  for  a  minute?" 
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LOOK-BEFORE- 
YOU-LEAP  YEAR 

It  is  so  easy  for  a  girl  to  go 
wrong  in  her  desperate  attempts  to 
find  a  man  in  the  maze  of  Phi  Psis. 
Sigma  Nus.  and  Fijis.  Before  you 
stick  a  diamond  ring  on  his  third 
finger,  girls,  give  him  our  new  Hus- 
band-Rating Test,  especially  pre- 
pared for  Leap  Year,  by  One  Who 
Knows. 

A.   Aesthetic 

Rating 

1.  Does  he  carry  his  liquor 

like  a  gangster.^  

(If  he  does,  don't  marry 
him:  he'll  never  be  sym- 
pathetic when  you  pass 
out. ) 

2.  Does      he      wear      plaid 

shirts,  or  shorts.'  

(Of  course,  if  you  can  be 
happy  with  that  kind  of 

a   man — ) 

B.   Appearance 

I.  Is  he  good-looking?  Or 
does  he  go  to  North- 
western?   

(If  he's  really  good- 
looking,  pray  that  he  re- 
fuses you:  insane  hus- 
bands are  amusing,  but 
expensive.) 
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2.  Does  he  wear  tails  to  a 
formal? 

(There  may  be  other 
ways  you  can  tell  him 
from  the  apes,  at  that.) 

C.    Athletic 

1.  Has  he  ever  kissed  you? 
How  long  can  he  hold 
his  breath? 

(Take  Johnny  Weis- 
mucller   as   normal.  ) 

2.  Can  he  break  a  half- 
Nelson?      "Why    not? 

(Be  sure  he  knows  the 
Braille  system.  He  might 
go  blind  some  day.) 
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D.  Appeal 

Is  he  popular  with  your 
girl    friends? 
(He  must    be    the    type 
they  pursue:  you  want  a 
chased   husband.) 

How  many  times  has 
he  been  married? 
( Subtract  two  for  dead 
wives:  add  ten  for 
divorced  ones:  it  proves 
he  keeps  his  appeal  even 
though  married.) 

E.  Artistic 

Can  he  draw  a  check  for 
two  billion?  Will  he? 
(Don't  propose,  if  he 
rates  lo  on  this:  send 
me  his  telephone  num- 
ber. ) 


2.    How   well   does  he  play 

the  horses?  

(You  know  how  to  tell 
a  good  horse — by  the 
mud  on  her  shoes. ) 

TOTAL   

If  he  rates  o.  don't  ask  him  to 
marry  you.  If  he  rates  loo,  don't 
ask  him.  either.  He  might  say 
"Yes."  and  then  what  would  you 
do? 


HOW    TO    TIE    A 
BOW    TIE 

Now  that  the  formal  season  is 
upon  us.  perhaps  the  following  ad- 
vice on  how  to  tie  a  bow  tie  will 
not  be  amiss: 

The  tiee  stands  before  a  mirror, 
grasping  the  two  ends  of  the  tie. 
which  we  shall  call  "A"  and  "B" 
for  convenience,  and  places  the  neck- 
tie around  his  neck,  which  we  shall 
call  "N."  Still  holding  end  "A.  " 
he  passes  end  "B"  over  and  around 
end  "A."  Releasing  end  "B"  for 
a  moment,  he  reaches  under  end 
"A"  and  obtains  a  strangle  hold  on 
end  "B,"  whereupon  he  brings  it 
up  and  over  the  end  "A."  At  this 
time  he  stops  long  enough  to  count 
his  fingers,  and  if  he  still  has  ten, 
he  commences  part  (  2)  of  the  pro- 
cedure. 

Part  (2)  consists  of  folding  end 
"A"  back  over  on  itself,  and  then 
bringing  end  "B"  down,  around, 
back  and  under  end  "A."  It  is  then 
passed  laterally  across  the  neck  in 
a  direction  exactly  opposite  to  that 
in  which  end  "A"  was  passed.  The 
tie  is  then  pulled  just  tight  enough 
to  be  uncomfortable,  but  not  tight 
enough  to  strangle  the  wearer,  as  it 
will  do  that  of  its  own  accord.  As 
a  finishing  touch,  disentangle  the 
hands. 

After  trying  to  follow  these  in- 
structions, the  reader  will  most  like- 
ly become  disgusted  and  go  out  and 
buy  a  new,  ready-tied  tie.  thereby 
increasing  sales  and  helping  to  bring 
back  prosperity,  which  is  still  just 
around   the  corner. 


Her:  "Your  hands  remind  me  of 
a  mystery  play." 

Him:    "In    what     way    are    my 
hands  like  a  mystery  play?" 

Her:   "Creepy!" 


Beta:  "Yes,  my  father  sprang  from 
a  long  line  of  peers." 

Theta:  "Well,  why  don't  you  try  it 
yourself?" 


Liz:      "Were    you    ever    maid-of- 
honor  .■■" 

Beth:  "Yes,  before  I  met  Jerry!" 
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The  Eye-Deal  Student 


THRU  THE  CO-ED'3  EYES 


THRU  THE  PROFESSOR'S  EYES 


THRU  THE  STUDENT'S  EYES 


THRU  THE  DEAN'S  EYES 


twenty-one: 
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have 


you 

heard" 

that  there's  still  time  to  win  $30007  |t 
seems  that  COLLEGE  HUMOR  and  Farrar 
and  Rinehart  have  extended  the  annual 
Campus  Prize  Novel  Contest,  and  the  new 
closing  date  is  June  30th,  1932!" 

"Wonderful!  I  wanted  to  enter,  but  last 
summer  was  so  hectic — ' 

"I  know.  That  s  just  what  happened  to 
me.  By  the  v^ay,  the  rules  have  been 
changed,  too.  The  new  ones  are  in  the 
current  issue.  Let's  run  around  the  corner 
and  get  a  copy  and  look  'em  over.  ' 

"Oke  ...  I  feel  this  way  about  it — if 
Betty  White  and  Cleo  Lucas  can  do  it,  we 
can  do  it'" 

College  Humor's 

Campus    Prize    Novel 

Contest 

has  been  extended 
to   JUNE  30,   1932 


Nudist  Wife:  "John,  you'd  bet- 
ter get  up  now  and  undress  for 
breakfast!" 

Washington   "Columns." 

A  tiny  dog  was  running  rapidly 
across  the  desert.  Lickety-split.  he 
went,  lickety-split.  As  he  passed 
the  Sphinx,  the  stone  lips  opened 
and  the  Sphinx  asked:  "Little  dog. 
why  do  you  run  so  fast?  There  is 
nothing  to  hurry  about  on  this 
vast  expanse  of  sand." 

But  the  little  dog  continued  run- 
ning. Lickety-split,  he  went,  lick- 
ety-split. But  as  the  Sphinx  spoke 
again,  the  little  dog  turned  his  in- 
nocent head,  and  said.  "Oh,  me, 
oh  my,  what  a  long  distance  be- 
tween trees  on  this  street."  And  he 
lickety-split,      lickety- 

"Pitt  Panther." 


continued, 
split. 


Many   a   dull   wife   will   make  a 
very  merry  widow. 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Teacher  (to  new  scholar): 
"How  does  it  happen  that  your 
name  is  Allen  and  your  mother's 
name  is  Brown.'  " 

Little  Lad  (after  a  moment's 
thought*:  "W^ell,  you  see.  it's  this 
way — she  married  again  and  I 
didn't." 

Exchangt'. 


As  the  meanest  man  in  the 
world  said  one  cold,  below  zero, 
blizzardy  January  night — "1  wish 
I  had  a  fallen  daughter  to  put  out 
on  a  nighi   like  this.  " 

West  Point  "Pointer." 


Jim:  "What  would  you  do  if 
a  girl  dared  you  to  carry  her  up- 
stairs.'' " 

Bim:  "Id  be  inclined  to  take  hei 

up-" 

"Aggiccutor." 


"For  goodness  sake."  sighed  the 
young  modern  as  she  wearily 
trudged  home  Irom  an  auto  ride. 

Michigan  "GaiU(nilv. " 


Deceiver:  "Nellie  doesn't  neck 
any   more," 

L'nbeliever:  "1  didn't  know  she 
died." 

Southern  California   "Wampus." 


'Lhe  Cliristnias  Spirit — dry  gin. 
Exchanqe. 
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Something  New  and  Exciting 


Shortly  after  Mr.  Machamer  finished  sketching  this 
scene,  four  men  actually  tell  out  of  the 
But  as  they  landed  on  the  well-cushioned  seat, 
nobody  was  hurt.  Thank  heaven,  no  bloodshed 
stained  this  historic  occasion — the  first  appearance 
of  the  new  Chevrolet  Six  on  the  streets  of  dear 
old  Whatsis. 

And,  by  the  way,  ha.ve  yon  seen  the  car  that's  causing 
all  this  furore?  But  that's  a  foolish  question.  Every- 
body has  who  gets  around  at  all.  It's  the  sensation 
of  the  season — beyond  question  the  most  stunnmg 
automobile  you'll  see  this  year.  The  performance  is 
just  as  exciting— exceptional  speed  delivered  with 
amazing  smoothness  and  quietness.  Yet  prices 
remain  as  low  as  a  gigolo's  I.  Q. 

If  you  have  the  price,  you'll  buy  the  new  Chevrolet 
Six  on  sight.  If  you  haven't — well,  we  aren't  worried 
about  that.  Once  you've  seen  this  car,  you'll  find 
a  way  to  own  one. 


The  new  Chevrolet  Six,  just  announced,  offers  driving  thrills 
you  h.ive  never  had  in  any  low-priced  car.  Its  new  features 
include:  the  famous  silent-shift  Syncro-Mesh  transmission  — 
simplified  Free  Wheeling — 60  horsepower — 65  to  70  miles  an  hour 
speed — smart  new  Fisher  bodies — even  greater  six- cylinder 
smoothness  and  quietness,  and  even  faster  pick-up.  It  is  available 
in  20  distinctive  models,  priced  as  low  as  2"175,  f.  o.  b.  Flint,  Mich. 

CHEVROLET  MOTOR  COMPANY,  DETROIT,  MICHIG.AN 

Division  of  General  Motors 


NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 
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The  College   Room   on  the 
Lower  Floor  is  a  conven- 
ient place  to  conne  for 
school    supplies    and 
text  books. 


January 
is    an    aw- 
fully    good 
fime    +0    buy 
the     books 
you've    been 
wanting.    A  great 
nnany    of    them  — 
slightly    hurt    in    the 
Christmas    rush  —  are 
substantially    reduced. 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely  or  hastily,  as  you  wish. 

Because  you  can  be  sure  of  a  wide 
selection    of    really    good    food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


AND  IN  A  CIGAR? 
In  a  trap,  it's  cheese. 
In   a   boat,   it's  breeze, 
In  a  cold,  it's  sneeze. 
In  a  dog.  it's  fleas. 

Grinnell   "Malteaser. 


Children's  Voice  at  T'wiHght: 

"I  wanna  come  in." 

"No.   you  can't  come  in." 

"Why  can't  I?  " 
'Cause  Mamma  says  little  boys 
shouldn't    see    little    girls    in    their 
nightie  gowns.  " 

Short  silence. 

"You  can  come  in  now.     I  took 
It  off:" 

Exchange. 


HOUND  ADVICE 
"'We   better  get   this   dog   out   o( 
here.  " 
"Why.'" 

"Oh.     that     man    said     to    stop 
pooching  on  his  property." 

Penn.    State    "Froth." 


King  Solomon  once  attended  the 
opening  night  of  a  musical  comedy 
and  enjoyed  himself  immensely. 
The  producer  hurried  up  to  him 
after  the  show  and  asked.  "What 
did  you  think  of  the  chorus  your 
Majesty?"  "Great."  replied  the 
potentate.  "I'd  like  to  date  up  the 
first  three  rows  some  evening." 

Dartmouth  "Jack-o-Lantern." 


A  New  York  doctor  savs  that 
smoking  dwarfs  the  body.  That 
being  the  case,  you'd  have  to  carry 
microscopes  in  order  to  recognize 
your    girl    friends. 

Wabash   "Caceman." 


Lady      (in     drug     store):     "I've 
really  forgotten  what  I  came  after." 

Tactful    Clerk:    "Listerine.    ma'- 
a  m .' 

Fenn.  "Punch  Boicl. 


Kind  Old  Lady:  "And  whal  will 
Santa  Claus  bring  you  for  Christ- 
mas,  little   boy:'" 

Contemporary  \'  o  u  n  g  s  t  e  r: 
"Cheesus.  lady.  I'll  bet  you  still  be- 
lieve in  storks. 

Lxchanpc. 


""^'our  breath  smells  of  gin" 
"^'eah.   I'm   trying  to  get  rid  of 
the  smell  of  Listerine." 

Carnegie  Tech.    "Puppet." 
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Remarkable  aerial  z'iczv  of  Captain  Noah,  Coin- 
maiidcr  of  tlic  good  ship  Ark,  on  lookout  duty  in 
thr  Croze's  A^est.  Noah  is  nmtcliing  for  the  Graf 
Zeppelin  which  radioed  it  ivould  pick  up  some  of 
the  .Ark's  e.rce^s  baggage,  consisting  of  4,987.000 
quin.ca  pigs  and  rabbits,  1,787  rats,  3,755.645  flics 
and  fleas  and  one  young  elephant.  Noah  says  they 
at.  were  sfozva'ti.'ays.    Wc   zuonder.  ^ 

Captain  Noah  Says  ♦ .  ,  . 

"even  a  sailor  appreciates 
good  printing  .  .  ." 


"As  the  vo}-age  of  the  Ark  was  to  be  quite 
an  exckisive  affair  .  .  .  instead  pf  the 
whoopee  party  it  turned  out  to  be  ...  I 
felt  the  need  of  some  handsome  printin' 
to  send  to  the  select  few  in  the  animal 
kingdom,  invitin'  them  on  the  cruise.  As 
I'm  a  sailor  and  don't  know  nuthin'  aliout 
printin'  I  natcherly  enquired  where  sech 
work  C|Ould  be  got. 

"]\Iany  people,  discriminatin'  as  me,  were 
gettin'  their  work  did  by  Lloyd  Hollister 
Inc.  Now  my  order  wasn't  very  big  and 
I  didn't  know  if  they'd  do  it,  but  blow  me 
do\\'n.  they  took  as  much  interest  in  it  as 
if  it  wtre  for  ]\Ioses  hisself.  And  it  was 
a  tojisail  g.ood  job,  too.  They  took  me 
through  their  jjlant,  and  the  machinery 
they  got!  Looks  new  and  modern.  Com- 
plicated, too.  And  the  men  what  works 
there  is  sure  onto  their  jobs. 

"As  soon  as  Heavenly  jirohibitjon  is  de- 
clared and  things  dry  up  a  leetle,  I'm  going 
to  have  Lloyd  Hollister  git  me  out  some 
advertisin'  to  help  sell  oft"  some  of  the 
miscellaneous  livestock  I've  accumulated 
on  this  here  cruise." 


Lloyd  Hollister  Inc. 


1232  Central  Ave. 


Wilmette 


,#'' 


Perfect 

Facilities 

For  Entertaining 


The  Georgian  provides  each 
hostess  with  the  services  for 
the  perfect  arrangements  most 
appropriate  to  her  plans,  the 
handling  of  her  entertainment, 
large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties— even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Recep- 
tion following  are  held  here 
with  the  exceptional  success 
that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and 
Banquet  Services  available  in 
spaciousness  with  complete 
privacy. 


An  Address  of  Distinction 


Davis  at  Hin.wan 

Evanston 


A.  E.  Degerman 
Manager 


Telephone  GRliENLEAF   4100 


Have  TO  11  smoked  a  Camel  lately? 


IF  VOU  want  to  enjoy  cool,  smooth 
mildness  in  a  cigarette — real 
mildness — just  try  Camels  in  the 
Camel  Humidor  Pack. 

It's  like  giving  your  throat  a 
vacation  —  so  free  are  Camels  from 
the  slightest  trace  of  bite  or  burn 
or  sting. 

Women,  because  their  throats 
are  more  delicate  than  men's,  par- 
ticularly appreciate  this  relief  from 
the  hot  smoke  of  parched  dry-as- 
dust  tobacco,  and  are  switching  to 
Camels  everywhere. 

The  secret  of  Camel's  unique 
mildness  is  that  the  blend  of  fine 


Turkish  and  mild  Domestic  tobac- 
cos of  which  they  are  made  is 
brought  to  the  smoker  in  prime 
factory-fresh  condition. 

All  the  fragrance  and  aroma  of 
these  tobaccos — and  all  the 
natural  moisture  ^hich  means  cool 
flavorful  smoking  —  is  preserved 
intact  for  you  by  the  Camel 
Humidor  Pack. 

So    trv   Camels    and   see  what 
it  means  to  smoke  fine  ciga- 
rettes —  kept    fine  —  switch 
to  them  for  just  one  day, 
then    leave    them  —  if 


>^=^. 


^  Don 't  remove  the  moisture-proof 
wrapping  from  )o!ir  package  of 
Camels  after  you  open  it.  The  Camel 
Humidor  Pack  is  protection  against 
perfume  and pouder  odors,  dust  and 
germs.  In  offices  and  homes,  even  in 
the  dry  atmosphere  of  artificial  heat, 
the  Camel  Humidor  Pack  delivers 
fresh  Camels  and  keeps  them  right 
until  the  last  one  has  been 


smoked 


you    can. 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  COMPANY'.  Kmslon-Salem.  N.  C. 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 's  Coast-to-Coast  Radio  Programs 

CAMEL  QUARTER  HOUR, Morton     I  PRINCE     ALBERT     QUARTER 

Downey.  Tony  Wons,  and  Camel  HOUR.  Alice  Joy,  "Old  Hunch."  anj 

Orchestra,  direction  Jacques  Renard,  Prince  AlbertOrchestra, direction  Paul 

every  night  except  Sunday,  Columbia  Van  Loan,  every  night  except  Sunday, 

Broadcasting  System  |  N.  B.  C.  Red  Network 

See  radio  page  of  local  neu\paper  for  time 


c 
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